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believes that girls were made 
for men. We have searched for 
the prettiest, teasingest girls 
we can find. Our girls are 
wild, and exciting. Each of 
them is very much alive— 


day and night! 


So sit down and relax with*. 
them all to greet you. Forget: 


the nags and the worries. ~ 


Fase off from the rest of tha 


world—escape into this 
good company. 6 


. 


Take time off for all of this. =. 
Be yourself for a while—with 
our girls. It is a way of escape 
from that world of pressure. 
Get into a good loafing attitude 
to browse on shape, beauty 
and form. Let the rest of the 
world go wait. 
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“IF A PERSON IS UPTIGHT ABOUT 


BEING NAKED—THEY’RE GOING TO 
BE UPTIGHT ABOUT SEX, TOO. AND 
THAT'S CHEATING SOMEONE!” 


BABY, | WASN’T BORN WEARING A 
BRA AND PANTIES! | DON’T THINK | 
SHOULD HAVE TO WEAR THEM NOW, 
JUST BECAUSE A LONG TIME AGO 
SOME NATIVES THOUGHT IT KEPT 
AWAY EVIL SPIRITS—CLOTHES, THAT 
isi” 
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CLEANLINESS 


“SURE, 


ASK LEVER BROTHERS 


GODLINESS. 


WHEN YOU 


BUT SO IS NAKEDNESS, 


THINK ABOUT IT!” 
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To push through, out into 
the bright world of free air 
and rolling movement, Vikki 
had to tense herself to be 
hurt. But everything gave 
way suddenly, and Vikki was 
there, all prepared for wild 
pleasure. 


To press upwards, to 
stand erect and climb onto 
the other side of this wall, this 
was all needed; Vikki found 
it made. 


And there Is a moment of 
regret for the fabric to 
have been so badly torn. 
Vikki felt the damage 
thoughttully. 


To rise out of the tear, 
and be happy. This is what 
Vikki had been looking 
forward to for so long. 


Now it’s torn; that its It! 
Vikki can step forward into a 
new life, a free life of her 
own choice and enjoyment. 


Oh, for the days of 
innocence, when all was 
fixed, secure, pure sunlight 
and simple, quiet words. 
All torn to shreds and gone 
to yesterday's dreams. 
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| WILL CALL 


“SOMETIMES I GET 


SO INVOLVED IN 


THE RESEARCH, 
| CAN'T FINISH 
OFF THE PIECE!” 
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The building.... 

Driving the Miracle Mile west, he could see her forty 
blocks out, gleaming virginal white under the California sun. 
She stood tall and: grand, like a beauty contestant who'd 
bedded the judges and knew she had won it. 

But sometimes — when the Beverly Hills sky lay low and 
cool, he saw her proud stance become the bored posture of 
a waiting prostitute. 

Today though, the Doctors Medical Center looked shim- 
mering and warm in the distance, inviting his entry. 
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He had thought about the building and her different 
facades since leasing and remodeling one of her suites a year 
ago. She was his secret monument to those previous patients 
who had given him so much and had needed so little for sup- 
port of their respective egos and ids. In return for the sym- 
bol, the building had provided a new clientele. More mon- 
ied. Wearirig costlier underwear. And sometimes he spec- 


ulated on the validity of that conjecture. 


He swung off Wilshire, guiding the steel blue Mercedes 
into the parking lot and leaving it for the attendant. He 
crossed to the building, heavy on his feet like most stocky 
men. The tinge of gray along his temples lent him an ex- 
perienced, w orldly look which for certain personality types 
invited confidence and confidences. As he stepped into the 
building lobby he fingered a stubby object in his trousers 


pocket. 


He left the elevator on five, and walked to the 
suite where gold leafing on the door read: Leo 
Maddox, Doctor of Psychitetn His secretary-recep- 
tionist, a brown- haired and colorless woman in her 
late thirties looked up as he entered. She'd been 
with him a month, giving her two months to go. 
Maddox never allowed an employee to remain 
longer than three months, for he felt they became © 
too relaxed in their duties. But this was a policy 
no girl learned until her ninethieth day. 

“You have an appointment with Miss Lynn at 
four, doctor...” she said. 

“Thank you,’ he remarked, thinking no one 
knew it better than himself. He crossed the thick 
Bigelow rug to his private office, entered, closed 


the door behind him. The paneling was cherry- 


4: EY & 


wood surrounding a sand-colored rug on three 
sides. The fourth wall was louvered glass. Above, 
the ceiling was of natural cork, similar to the rug 
in shade. The atmosphere was cloistered. Some 
said womblike, whispering of confinement. But 
along the walls were oils of Parisian street scenes 


in the slapdash styling of Legendre and Roulet. 


Vivid reds and yellows. The frames were chromed, 
and contrasted sharply with the wood paneling, 
like a view from a warm, dusky interior upon a 
street fiesta somewhere beyond the range of sound. 
It was the effect he’d demanded of the decorator. 

He moved down the room to his desk, beside 
which was the soft, green leather couch. He 
frowned at his watch, thinking now of Miss Lynn 
and her session but 20 minutes away. Goddam 
those monthly association meetings anyway, he 
thought. 

He leaned back in the swivel chair knowing 
there was really no point in reviewing’ Miss Lynn's 
transcript of sessions past. He needed that like a 
third nostril. Had that sexpot been out of his mind 
since he'd started with her? Yet he was certain 
that she had not once penetrated his attitude of 
clinical detachment, although he had watched her 
try more than once — especially recently when 
right on his contrived schedule she had begun to 
make transference — and he knew then he could 
have her when he wanted. 

Maddox’s mind could dart through every one 


of her thirty-seven therapy sessions. The ones 


where she lay like a cat on the couch, her twin 
thirty-sixes pushing boldly against the expensive 
cashmere, or against the tailored blouse. And 
those slate-gray eyes and petulant, child-like and 
spoiled full lips. Always those. Or when she was 
in the chair. Then the overpowering draw was 
the long, tapering, nylon-encased legs impudently 
crossed, and her blonde, glossy hair making the 
shiny descent to the shoulders while framing the 


face. 
He felt his body tense. He ran a hand along 


his jawline where a muscle jumped as he thought 
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of the then and the now of her behavorial pattern 
along the approximate 1,850 total minutes of his 
applied therapy, and it was like inspecting a 
superimposure. 

She had come to him as 55” of harnessed sex- 
ual energy that couldn't slip the harness. She'd 
come thinking the most impressive symptom of 
her neurosis was her attacks of anxiety, never once 
realizing the truly diagnostic symptom was her 
virginity. Hell! 

At first he had regarded her as merely another 
of the female anxiety-neurotics supporting his 
theory that the better looking the subject, the 
more acute the anxiety syndrome. He'd explained 
the theory to colleagues, and had submitted a 
paper on it. As he'd said, — “Superior appearing 
women are often overly serious about themselves 
because they become more prized, more sought 
after in society. With the feeling of having more to 
offer, comes a feeling of having more to lose. For 
the neurotic, this may result in a more tense grip 
on the emotions — until the grip becomes a frozen 
clutch, and they can’t let themselves go even when 
they want to 

“And,” Maddox would always add, “it explains 
why goodlooking broads are frequently the lous- 
iest lays...” 

As a result of the therapy, Maddox had watch- 
ed Miss Lynn respond dramatically. From in- 
drawn, she had become gregarious, and during 
this process she had not only slipped her self-made 
harness, if the rumors he had heard were correct, 
she’d evidently trampled that harness in her stam- 
pede... 

He ‘d heard she was now sranded by the Sun- 
set Strip studs as the fastest filly in the Friday 


night fleet, hot to trot at the flick of an eyelid. It 
had angered him, as though a wind-up doll he’d 
made by hand had been stolen by unworthy stran- 
gers. Her behavior, he knew, was merely com- 
pensation for the years of non-participation, and 
it was now about to be replaced by a phase of far 
greater personal interest to himself. . .. 

He smiled, thinking of this new phase, and the 
role it allowed him. “Role” was the word shed like, 
but of course she'd never know, damn her At the 
start of their sessions, Miss Lynn had several tele- 
vision credits and one or two “B” movie roles. 
But with the upbeat of her social-sexual exposures, 
she’d been re-discovered by the studios as well as 
the studs. He’d heard she was enroute to becom- 
ing the most sought after newcomer on the sets as 
well as the sack. 

Now he glared at his watch, vaguely feeling his 
pulse quicken. If his prediction proved accurate, 
the clock would come full turn within the next 
fifty-five minutes. 

Casually he felt the cylindrical object in his 
pocket, enjoying the sense of power it provided. .. 

The inter-office Com winked, and Maddox 
flipped the switch. The voice announced the ar- 
rival of Miss Lynn. 7 

“Have her come in. 

The door opened and Hollywood's ecally 
most sought after young actress came into the 
room. As usual of late, it was more an entrance 
than an entry, Maddox noted. His eyes flicked 
over her black, tailored blouse, noting the contrast 
with the shoulder-length blonde hair, the tight, 
yellow skirt hugging her smooth, lithe hips. Her 
walk toward him had the infuriating poise of a 
cougar. 


- Maddox smiled thinly, realizing that in her 
way she was a cat—and he her prey. Her look 
was pensive as she dropped casually into the chair 
beside his desk and crossed the slender legs in a 


flash of golden nylon, all the while watching him 


speculatively. 

“How has it been going since our last time, 
Miss Lynn?” he began. She yawned elaborately. 

“I believe I may have fallen in love,” she an- 
nounced in the tone generally used to suggest it 
might rain tomorrow. 

“Oh? Suppose you tell me about it — if you 
care to,” replied Maddox, thinking it was going to 
be a fast track indeed. | 

She thought for a moment. “He isn't anything 
like the one I’ve been seeing for the past few 
months,” she began. 

“In what regard might that be, Miss Lynn?” 
He saw she was going to play with it, and it was a 
familiar game. | 

“More substance. More depth. Maybe you 
could call it understanding...” She removed a 
cigarette from the tray on the desk, and Maddox's 
eyes found their way to the taut smoothness of her 
skirt along her thighs. Now he watched the quick, 

youthful hands return the lighter to the tray. 

“How do you know it’s love?” he encouraged. 
She smiled, exhaling the gray-blue smoke. 

“TI don’t, really,” she smiled. “But for now it 
will do!” 3 

Maddox found himself marveling at the damn- 
able coolness and self-possession of her. It net- 
tled him and he tried not to show it. She was 
studying her cigarette, and he sensed she was tak- 
ing cues from him. He dropped his hand into his 
pocket, fingers encircling the object there. 


“Well, Miss Lynn ...is your love object recep- 
tive to your feelings?” Now he withdrew his hand, 
holding the object near his lap, out of her sight. 

“Tm really not certain ... but he could be...” 
She looked closely at Maddox who appeared to be 
staring thoughtfully downward, as though in con- 
centration. 

“That, Miss Lynn, sounds none too commital 
...” he trailed off. The cylindrical object was 
made of two cork chips the size of two checkers. 
An array of common pins joined them to make a 
circular, miniature jail with the pins as bars. 

Inside was a housefly vainly attempting to 
wedge his body between the too-close pins. Mad- 
dox watched the thwarted fly intently. 

“No, I suppose it doesn't,” her voice was say- 
ing. Maddox detected an impatient edge in its 
tone. He looked up. | 

“The love object, as you call it Dr. Maddox, is 
you. 
There it was, and as simple as that. The feel- 
ing was as good as he had anticipated. Like the 
quest for a needed and unobtainable delight pre- 
sented for the taking after hope had gone. 

He pulled slightly upward on one of the pin 
heads. The fly darted across the cork floor to- 
ward the movement of the pin. Maddox suppres- 
sed an urge to smile. 

“It’s merely 2 phase, Miss Lynn, just bear with 
it.” He smiled at her patiently, knowing how this 
would hit. 

“I intend bearing with it!” she retorted, her 
voice edged with displeasure at his apparent im- 
passiveness. | | 

“The phase, Miss Lynn, is called transference.” 
His voice was smooth and bland, like a bored 
scholar addressing a junior seminar. 

In this instance,” he continued, “it would be 
safe to assume you are shifting to me the feeling 
you had once wanted to give your father. He, 
however, was a non-demonstrative, rendering your 
natural affections rejected...” Maddox paused. 
Yes, his voice had held just the right tone of aloof- 
ness. | 

~ “But I am afraid, Miss Lynn, that I am also 
beyond your reach.” Let her mull that one over, 
the little bitch! Maddox watched her face for re- 


action, but saw none. Now let’s twist it, he told 
himself. 

“_..as I would be beyond the reach of any- 
one in a professional relationship of this nature,” 
he added. 

The feigned note of apology in his voice — as 
though he found the words painful and embarras- 
sing — showed him he had sure as hell not lost his 
touch. He now lowered his eyes to avoid witnes- 
sing the hurt, but to more accurately observe the 
winged captive within its cage. Now he lifted the 
pin to a point an eighth of an inch from the cork 
floor. The fly started under the poised pin tip, 
first the head, then the minuscular neck. Maddox 
quickly depressed the pin tip against the fly's cuti- 
cle, its initial body surface. Then straight through 
this into the florax, and beyond and into the hypo- 
dermis just above the heart. A fraction of a milli- 
meter more and he knew the haemocoel would be 
entered, the heart penetrated. Maddox stopped 
the pin’s descent He watched the impaled fly 

“I don't care what you want to call it, I'm call- 
ing it selection. And I've selected you!” Miss Lynn 
was saying. | 

Maddox glanced at her calmly. “... Beyond 
the reach of anyone,” he repated, tasting the anger 
toward her along his tongue. 

“Really? she inquired, and the way it came 
out was mocking and overly confident. Her eyes 
were regarding his calmly, and for a moment Mad- 
dox had a feeling of discomfort from her boldness. 
In its miniature cell, the fly's whirring wings were 
a blur along the impaled body. 

Miss Lynn took a step from the chair, turning. 
When she turned back to face him, Maddox saw 
that her blouse was completely unbottoned, re- 
vealing a half-bra with frothy lace. 

She made a single, deft movement and now the 
blouse was beside her petite feet on the rug. He 
caught his breath, feeling his stomach tighten. The 
bra was but a shelf for the breasts, both of which 
were pink and cone-firm and rose-tipped, and 
pointing, it appeared, directly at him. He felt his 
_throat constrict. 

Again she did something with her hand and 
now the breasts were completely free, rising and 
falling sharply with her breathing. Her eyes were 
locked with his unwaveringly. He knew he had to 
say something. Anything. 

“Miss Lynn,” he began coolly, “I don't 


think’. | 
“Sherry,” she corrected. “To you I am Sherry 
— or anything you want me to be.” 
She moved to the couch and paused beside it. 
He saw her tailored skirt drop to her spiked heels. 
She stepped out of the crisp, yellow linen and 


turned facing him in only the heels, nylons and 


panties with her monogram, and beneath, the out- 
line of a black satin garter belt. 

Dr. Maddox wallowed in dismay, wondering if 
she could hear his breathing, or read what was on 
his face. And as he gaped at the amazing beauty 
of her, the panties were being peeled downward 
along the smooth, golden legs, then dispatched to- 
ward the bra on the rug. Now the garter belt was 
an archway to the ultimate of her, and beside it, 
the only other thing she wore was a smile of com- 
plete and understandable self-confidence. 

Maddox tore his eyes from her body and look- 
ed down. The fly’s wings still whirred tirelessly 
within the cage of cork, the body twisting agon- 
izingly. 

“Come here, Dr. Maddox,” the girl whispered. 
She was down on the couch watching him intent- 
ly. He struggled again with an impulse within 
himself. He moved toward the couch, stopping 
just beyond her reach. He looked at the nude and 
tawny young body beneath his eyes. They probed 
and fondled her slowly while he struggled for con- 
trol. 

“You flatter me, Miss Lynn,” he heard someone 
say, then with a shock, realized it was himself. “. . . 


and I've enjoyed it. I will hope to see you next 


week. Meanwhile, this session Miss Lynn, is 
over!” 

For a long moment the girl stared upward at 
him in silence. Then, sitting upright, she retrieved 
her clothes and calmly began to dress. When she 
had finished, she wordlessly walked back down 
the room with the similar rug and ceiling. At the | 
door she finally spoke. 

“Next week at four O'Clock,” she said, opening 
the door, then closing it after her. Maddox stared 
at the door, seeing her as though she were still 


there. 
I can keep her dangling for weeks, he told him- 


self. And maybe even longer! 

He reached for the phone, dialed, waited until 
the party sought came on. 

“Black blouse . .. yellow skirt . .. nylons, heels 
... The voice was terse, clipped as he spoke. He 


waited, nodding. “... Black satin... white. Tell 
her what to say!” Now Maddox hung up. He 
walked down to the office door. The secretary- 
receptionist looked up inquiringly. 

“You may go for the day,” he told her. He 
went back to his desk for the wait. 

The girl's arrival was announced by a hesitant 
tap on the door. 

“Come in!” Maddox called. The door opened 
and the girl came into the room. He noted it was 
more an entrance than an entry. His eyes flicked 
over her black, tailored blouse, noting its contrast 
with the blonde, shoulder-length hair, the tight, 
yellow skirt hugging the smooth, trim hips. He 
saw that her walk toward him had the infuriating 
poise of a cougar. 

He smiled. “How’s it been going?” he began. 
The girls brown eyes were on him unwaveringly. 

“T believe I love you,” she said. | 

“Prove it, you bitch!” Maddox commanded. 

The girl stood up from the chair and turned 
away. When she turned to face him, the blouse 
was falling to the rug. The half-bra jutted her 
breasts forward proudly, but suddenly they jiggled 
free and erect as the bra, too, dropped to the rug. 

Maddox watched her calmly as she then step- 
ped first from the yellow skirt — left in a pile — 
then from the lace panties. He watched her cross 
to the couch in only the black satin garter belt 
and the nylons and heels. He felt his breath com- 
ing fast. 

“Come over here” she ordered, and her voice 
was harsh. 

Maddox looked at his desk top where the fly 
was impaled in the cage he had made himself. He 
plunged the pin down, through the haemocael and 
into the heart. The cage was again closed. He 
walked slowly toward the couch. | 

The young prostitutes arms encircling him, 
pulling him downward into a warm vortex and en- 
gulfing him. 

“No...” Maddox whimpered, fighting again 
the combination of hate, need and fear he had al- 
ways known and had never beaten. 

“No...no...please” until she slapped him 
and he sobbed silently. | 

At that moment, from forty blocks out, she 

looked older and wise in the early evening neon. 


The building... . 
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SHOCKING SCREEN (V.1 #2) 
SIN-EMA (#4) 

W. COAST A GO-GO 

CINEMA SIZZLERS (V.1 #1) 
RAW FLIX (V.1#1) 


OOOoOooOoOo0O 


$2.00 SINGLE COPY; TWO FOR $3.50: 
WAY OUT ‘V.1 #6) 

BARRED (V.12#7) 

BANNED (V.1 #11) 


O 
O 
0 


$2.50 SINGLE COPY: TWO FOR 
$4.50: FIVE FOR $10.00: 


TORRID FILM REVIEWS (V.2 #5) 
WILDEST FILMS (V.3 #3) 
TORRID FILM REVIEWS (V.3 #2) 
ADULT MOVIES ILLUS. (V.3 #1) 
FIERY FILMS (V.3 #2) 
SHOCKER (V.1#7) 

CINEMA SCORCHERS (V.1#4) 
CINEMA KEYHOLE (V.1 #2) 
WILD SCREEN REVIEWS (V..1 #1) 
BIZARRE FILMS (#3) 

DARING FILMS ‘(V.3 #5) 


ODOOOOOOoOoOoO 


$1.50 SINGLE COPY: TWO FOR 
$2.50: 
FREAKOUT 

| RAW FLIX ty 4D 


$2.00 SINGLE COPY; TWO FOR $3.50: 


WAY OUT (V.1#6) 
BANNED (V.1#7) 
[] BARRED (V.1#7) 


$2.50 SINGLE COPY: TWO FOR 
$4.50: FIVE FOR $10.00: 


SHOCKER (V.1#7) . 

ADULT MOVIES ‘V.3 #1) 

TORRID FILM REVIEWS (V.3 #2) 
WILD SCREEN REVIEWS (V.1 #1) 
BIZARRE FILMS (#3) 

CINEMA SCORCHERS (V.1 #4) 
WILDEST FILMS (V.3 #3) 
DARING FILMS (V.3 #5) 

CINEMA KEYHOLE (V.1#2) 
FIERY FILMS (V.3 #2) 
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1 AM OVER 21 YEARS OLD. 
Please send items | have checked; | enclose $ 
Cash Check. _Money Order _(Sorry, No C.0.D.’s: 


NAME Ww ee 
ADDGESS 3 OI 
STATE Sectracmae sr 4 | gent ern sta8 


CLASSic MAIL SERVICE 
PO. Box 77930 
Los Angeles Calif., 90007 


Why yp 
Ui OE 


Mapiny. i, 


Up the lonely Canyon Road, 
Colleen in front, you push the 
small motorcycle through it’s 
most gruelling experiment. Steer- 
ing is certainly hard tonight, in 
this position at least. 

Pounding, pulsating, throb- 
bing to each climax along the 
road, the cycle engine sets 
rhythm and vibration to your 


bodies. 


“| just love the thrill of bounc- 
ing around on this narrow leather 
sear,” Colleen confesses. And 
what a lovely lass you’ve chosen 
as your research assistant. 


An unexpected curve: you’re 
off the road. Grasping to each 
other — your frolic goes on — as 
the bike carreens wildly through 
the fields. There’s a wall ahead 
... at this speed, you've had it! 
But a gate opens, and, still cling- 
ing together, you bring the bike 
to a halt inside the nunnery. 


After some cautious explana- 
tions, you both go home to her 
apartment... and the wig comes 
off! Now brunette Colleen and 
you can relax and do some less 
rigorous. experimenting. 


e Featherlight! 
0o1yxi1y” 


e Streamlined shape— 
no hard, uncomfort- 
able protuberances! 


e Easy to Clean and 
Keep Clean! 


e Stimulates 
Circulation! 


e Completely Safe 
with Creams or Oils! 


e Use anywhere on 
the Male or Female 


bh nneannneinitih teh botht han ntertethakan hahah 


irs at tS eS aes 
Bae 2 eft de Sp gee Pade 


«ee 


WITH CLASSICS 
cordless 


Large size $5.00 
Deluxe model $10.00 


Cash Check Money Order (Sorry, NoCOOs 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
STATE 


CLASSIC MAIL SERVICE 
P.O. Box 77930 
Los Angeles Calif., 90007 


CITY 


Humn ahomg wiih classic and 
emyoy the Geep penetrating 
action of ths amazing mas- 
sager. Works like the touch 
com tiny butterfly 

wickly envigorates 

of a man’s 


pietely safe for use any 
time. anywhere, even with 
creams and oils. Don’t con- 
fuse the classic massager 
with any other at any price. 
Order yours now and start 
humming. 


HIGH BALLS { 


Confucius say: Man just like 
blind tom cat im fish house . . . he 
can find it in the dark _._. 

ee eee 
A busty young swinger named 

Whipples 
Fell in love with a golfer name 

Tipples. 


To the gallerys delight 
They made quite 2 sight 
When he teed up his balls on her 
nipples! 


K SE 


After the couple had gone down 
to breakfast, the hotel maid found 
a $5 bill pinned over a spot on the 
bed where the newlyweds had slept 
the night before. With the bill 
was a noté which said, “SORRY? 
After the maid rejuvenated the bed. 
she pinned another note on a pil- 


Expectant father . . . a man 
studying to be a priest... . 


k kx 


Then there is the overweight 
beatnik who eats three squares a 
day. 


KK 


Belle was sitting on the front 
stoop of her little New Orleans crib. 
“Hi. hustler,” said a fellow as he 
walked by and Belle waved friendly 
like. “Hi, street walker,” said an- 
other fellow as he walked by, and 
Belle answered affably. “Hi, street 
car.” said a third fellow, and Belle 
got up and grabbed him, clawed 
and scratched until she practically 
put him in the hospital, and the 
policeman took her to jail. She ex- 
plained to the judge, “He made me 
mad as hell... 


“The Job is never 
finished until the 
paper work is done.” 


They had a sign in Jones’ 
Meat Market, “OUR MEAT IS 
HARD TO BEAT” but one day 
the place caught fire and Old 
Man Jones grabbed his meat 
and beat it. 


x 3 


This useless character was 
hauled into court for living off 


. nobody rides me 
low that said, “That’s OK, come 
again!” 


of the proceeds of his wife's 
street-walking: “Aren't you 
ashamed of yourself!” cried the 
judge. ‘Well, | am a little sheep- 
ish about it,” said the man, 
“but after all, judge she’s too 
damned dumb to make a living 
any other way.” 


for fifteen cents!” 
x * * 


The Fairy Godmother warned 
Cinderella, “Child, remember, 
you MUST be home by midnight, 
or IT will turn into a pumpkin 
.. . $0 Cinderella dashed away 
to the ball and came in, hum- 
ming a merry tune, at 3 A.M! 


The Fairy Godmother cried, = 
“What did Prince Charming do 
when it turned into a pump- 
kin?” And Cinderella, smiling, 


answered, “Dearest Fairy God- 
mother, | didn’t go out with 
Prince Charming . . . | went 
out with Peter Peter Pumpkin | 
Eater!” 


“He was an oi! man from Texas, and 


temazht be sunk a new well!” 


‘members of CLUB WOW and their 
ads as they appear in WOW Maga- 
zine. As a member of CLUB WOW 


you can contact these and thou- 
sands of other exciting gals, guys, 
and couples. Join today! 


Pa —. Modern couple N_W. Pa. 
very Ottrectwe, be 30. she 29 
et? cigsmc statwesqwe figure 


Tenn.-— |! am divorced and 
would like to hear from and 
meet people with lively and erst 1 ‘ear “im touoles for 
unusual ideas and who like to swinging weekends and 
live dangerously. So _ says partes. Cam travel Both 


pretty young blonde 5-7, 125 coset pilot Wl answe: 
ibs., 37-23-35. ener from anywhere with 
: “Sesailing DMO and phone. 


= 
Ind. — Broadminded couple, 
both 37, Japanese, 
interested in fun and good 
times would like to exchange 
polaroid experience. Married 


wife 


Cal. — Farm grt weet? beautiful 
wou id ike to 
otter broad 


7.) 
gure 


COrrespcim aentiir 
mune sme bows and gris. 


couples only. 


Ind. — Shapely odrunette 
desires frank corres. 
concerning exotic and daring. 
Couples and singles. | am very 


broadminded with unusual 
and exotic interests. Frank 
letter and -unusual photo 


answered immediately. 


Va. — Very pretty housewfe 
looking for the unusual im fife 
like frors 
couples and men who are built 
to please. Must be under 35. 
Photo a must. 


THE LARGEST & FINEST CORRESPONDENCE FRIENDSHIP 
MAGAZINE EVER PUBLISHED ANYWHERE! 


WoW No.f$ 


Mass. -— Handsome Negro 
married to white girl has her 
okay to meet exciting young 
girls single or married for the 
exotic and unusual. No 
couples please. Photo a must, 
will answer with same. 


to hear 


would 


e CONTAINS OVER 2000 PERSONAL CONFIDENTIAL ADS? 


e 1100 PHOTOS OF EXCITING GALS. GUYS __. 
COUPLES WHO WANT TO MEET YoU! 


© Over 50 pages of LADIES CONFIDENTIAL ADS AND PHOTOS 


offering you the opportunity of contacting hundreds of exciting 


GALS from all parts of the country! 


100 PAGES OF DYNAMITE! 


WOW No.15 (FREE TO MEMBERS) SAMPLE COPY $3 


Ty COMEALIVE WITH CLUBWOW... TUNEIN-TURN ON 


bLUB WOW 


The World's Largest Club for Sophisticates|! 
OFFBEAT! BIZARRE! UNUSUAL! 


CLUB WOW, modern as 
you Gals, Guys, and Couples wherever you are. We Dromse 2 
through to zestful happiness. We open vistas of scmmulatiom. fres 
exciting contacts to dispel the dol drums of dreary daily d 
lead to fascinating interpersonal exchanges and 


Why rot move up to joy and satisfaction 
you are a dashing male, a gay bachelorette or a 


tomorrow, solicits your 


t TEGers mot wihether 


_— oO 


* 
" ~ Deadline” ieee 
ie eo 


pri Cc Com 10) Hi 

with the dull confines of your present environment Ey “NL EDS wOUIng 
in years or youthful at heart, then CLUB WOW is Gefimmelly for YOU 

Yes, people from all walks of life; artists and pihoaograpiners amd 


their dazzling models, writers and entertainers, newhy-weds and ouatune 
j tie wrens ‘the 


couples, sun-bathers, sports lovers, world. travel 


‘i 
Pe 


Jet-Set, congenial Jianes and Joes from the offices, the fields and tite 
factories, individuals:and groups who represent every rans, ceed and 
scope of thought, worldwide. No matter how unwswze! or Gdemmending 


your preferences may be, you will discover others amminws i 


el WM HB vd 
your message. 

Regardless of who you are or where you dwell CLUB WOW cam 
open up a whole new world of pleasurabl e acts wah smoor 
people eager to share and compare their desires and aapiratioms ih 
hands you the key to verve and ventures that you ewe Jomeed Gor 
but have seldom dared to realize. 

For only the cost of a steak dinner or a ticket = 2 good show 
CLUB WOW will furnish you with stimulating serprses 


adventures. And not for a single evening but for months and wears 
to come! 


Somewhere this very moment are those special “jest right” persoms 
anxious to hear from you. Why disappoint them? Why hesitate whem 
a few strokes of your pen will expedite your imtroduction t CLUB 
WOW’S host of sparkling personalities? There's mo need to dem» womr- 
self one moment longer. The parade of life is bustling by. Let your 
dreams come alive for their realization is just 2 mailbox away 

The many hours of magic comradshp will be 
repeated and remembered long after the sunall] cna 
is forgotten. Why delay your new bright der ome 

LADIES — FREE. single moment longer’ Z 
PIT Join us NOW ... Fill owt and mail the member 
PTT etme wee Ship form below today, and be ready for comntlless 


Ue leifemcey kam exhilarating tomorrows! 


PLEASE NOTE: Membership in Club WOW is strictly ox 
and address is never published or given out withe 


we “T D211 oe 0 


aoe Naa 


a a 
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Lamm — Young single girl 
mee m gris omy 20-40 
a ete Testes and will try 
ution ance. Cam and will 
cee! &@ comwerment. For 
Cl i ee 


ettractive 


* 

bal Una 4 
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Te cee: OF fy women 


Have 
men 


™ TE gm see 
1 Subscription to "WOW MAGAZINE” for the life of 3 Yoru “CONFIDENTIAL A gublished in “WOW 
your membership. The newest and most unusual magaDne MAG AZT IWE a a dicuom: Wiue mame and address 
fer adults everywhere. Loaded with hundreds of Persoma Gecs oot appear om poor et We essige you a code num- 
and Confidential Ads from exciting Gals, Guys and Cou. her amd forward ail) kemers up pow at mo cost to you. Your 
ples throughout the country waiting to meet you. ALSO name aod aidicess willl mot ibe used or given out. Your 
exciting and offbeat stories, articles, photos, illustrations. phon pulsed FREE @ wow sp desire (Convenient forms 
aad © ae Phe peli about Spe hehe eaten. c wring Sour adeertiaemers well be sent to you immed- 
xperiences, bizarre drawings, cartoons plus fascime anes wot SOW Terese material.) 

ne SPECIAL FEATURES. ‘ aa LB WOW. ative™srg s a aie: ey oir cay 
2 Your “PERSONAL AD” published in “WOW MAGA - =" BE GE Gewieges Gf membership without your own 
ZINE” if you so desire. Your name and address appears ac = you wet Ptere wll De thousands of advertising 
wnder your advertisement in a ‘PERSONAL AD”. Appii- ee 
cation form and instructions for placing this type of adwer- all Large jam—peceet Dull - ny shed to you containing 
tisement will be sent to you with your membership mate- PHOTOS. NAMES. ADDRESSES. descriptions, person4l 
rial. The publication of your FREE advertisement which ads semt to »ow throwginout your membership. 
will reach thousands of interested Gals, Guys and Couples S Bulleties amd svece! CLUB MEMBER ONLY, offers 
amd bring you loads of exciting letters from people anxious of imterest to collectors semt as available. 
tO meet you is one of the many wonderful benefits of mem- 6 Your members cerd and button. PLUS... more 
bership in CLUB WOW! photos. comtact sheets amd fun galore in “CLUB WOW" 


1965 RAS ENTERPRISES, Inc., Club Division 


RAS ENTERPRISES, In 


Count me in on CLUB WOW and please 


; 

) Name 
rush me all above membership materia! | 
in a plain wrapper. | Address 
| have enclosed: City 


{ ) $10.00 for one full year membership. 


{ } $5.00 for 5 month trial membership. 

{ }) Cosh ( } Check ( ) Money Order 
Start sending everything to me at once. 
ee le ee CU lm kel LMC a 


I certify that | am 
over 21 years of age 


Dius recent back issues of WOW'! 


Box 2754-CPI2 Grond Central Sta., New York 17, N.Y. 


eJOIN CLUB WOW TODAY! 


, Club Division Box 2754-CPI2 Grand Central Sta., New York 17, N. Y. 


State. 2p er 


Age ___ 


FREE TO 1 YEAR MEMBERS ONLY! Interesting correspondence magazines 
containing ads and photos of men and women with NAMES and ADORESSES, 


J 
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PIII CILIeg 
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PIPILPIeIb 


PRICKLEY 
POCKET 
BOOKS 


Sex. POT AND ACID 
ssl 
7H#E SECET PERVERTS 
WOrRWAS DIARY 
LADY LOVERLY'S CHATTEL 
HORROR CAMP 
DEFILE THE HAUGHTY VIRGIN 
LETTERS FROM THE 
SEXUALLY DISTURBED 
THE ASYLUM 
WERCY! MERCY! MERCY! 
THE TENDER AGE 
A STUDY OF DEVIATE 
SEXUAL FANTASIES 
THE PSYCHOLOGY 
DOF VOLUNTARY BONDAGE 
THE PUSSY WAGON 
EXPERIMENTS IN 
WIFE-SWAPPING 
TEENAGE TEASERS 
RAPE ME, LOVER 
SWINGERS WEST 
THRE PSYCHOSEXUALS 
TER SWEETHEARTS 

39 

UNINHIBITED 

THE OVERSEXED 

H# THEM THE LOVE 


= 


EX SHOCKERS 
OF A NYMPHOMANIAC 


CLASSIC MAIL SERVICE 
P.0. Box 77930 
Los Angeles Calif., 90007 
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THE YOUNG 

AND THE EAGER 
BIOGRAPHY OF 

A SEX SEEKER 

HELL CHICKS 

PLURAL SEX 

THE SECRET SEX 

THE PERVERTS 

THE BREEDERS 

HOMO LAWS 

THE ORGY MASTERS 
TEENAGE SEX PERVERSION 
CONFESSIONS OF A PERVERT 
THE AMOROUS AVENTURES 
OF A GENTLEMAN OF QUALITY 
PERVERTED SEX 
PRACTICES REVEALED 
DEPRAVED WOMEN 

THE TORTURED TOURISTS 
THE WEIRD MATES 

NOON TILL DAWN 
BELATED LESBIAN 

THE HYPERSEXUALS 

THE ABDUCTION OF PURITY 
THE COUNTESS 

IN GOLDEN CHAINS 

INSIDE THE MOD SODOMIST 
THE SEX CHEATERS 

THE WIFE-SWAPPERS 
GUIDEBOOK 

MAKE-OUTS IN 
MINI-SKIRTS 

LIN YANG, 

CHINESE WHORE 

FOR HIRE, 

WILL DO ANYTHING 

TAKE MY TOOL 

BUDGET SEX 

THE ORGASM ADDIC 

THE PSYCHEDELIC 

SEX REBELLION 

IT HURTS SO GOOD 
SPANK ORGIES 

SWAPPERS OF SODOM. USA 
AD/DC 

THE SEX CONFIDANT 
WIVES IN HEAT 

WIFE SWAPPING 

COUNTRY STYLE 

THE -YEAR OF THE VIRGIN 
MY YOUNG FLESH 
LEATHERBOUND HOUSEWIFE 


four 
for 
$4.00 


POSITIVELY TO BE SOLD TO ADULTS ONLY 


A little Mexican peon. 


Judge: I’m sorry, Mrs. Basham, 


your daughter is only 15...I cant 
issue her a marriage license. 


Mama: Judge, do you mean my 
daughter’s too young to do what 
she’s already done? 


x xe 


When I got married 30 years ago 
it looked good enough to eat . 
now it looks like it’s going to eat 
me 


ye. ete 


An old pro was standing on the 
corner teaching a young pro how 
to get men to talk to her. A man 
came by and the old pro said, “Hel- 
lo, there, Standing Bull!’ The man 
stopped and said, “What do you 
mean by that?” The old pro re- 
plied, “I remember it’s standing all 
the time!’ The man said, “True, 
but I'm real busy right now ... Ill 
come back later.” After he'd gone, 
the old pro told the young one, 
“See, you say something to get 
them to talk back!” Then a very 
old man came along and the old 
pro said, “Hello, Old Grand Dad!” 
The young pro said, “I thought Old 
Grand Dad is a liquor,” and the old 
old pro said, “You are SO right!” 


| NOW AVAILABLE FOR THE FIRST IME ANYWHERE! 
“THE PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL 
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256 PAGES — OVER 150 ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPHS 
Including 40 Full Page Photos And 16 Full Page FULL COLOR Photos 


; 

SF rhe Phonographic | . | = 
“F  Sexual F 

S ourse : By L.R. O'Conner e Introduction By Albert Ellis, Ph_D. 

Intere “i AMERICA'S FIRST COMPLETE “SEX COURSE” IN ONE VOLUME! 

. Alls. 

y 


NOW FOR THE FIRST TIME, THE MYSTERY OF SEX IS UNLOCKED THROUGH 
THE AID OF OVER 150 ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPHS OF A LIVE MAN AND A 


LIVE WOMAN TOGETHER ENGAGED IN SEXUAL INTERCOURSE POSITIONS” 


A BREAKTHROUGH IN SEX EDUCATION 


No dolls, no drawings, mo M@lwstrations, no pencil sketches, no 
Partially obscured ower-primted photographs, no tracings where 
one sheet must be placed wpom amother, no men and women 
wearing skin tights, mo tricks where men and women appear in the 
photographs separately! Now for educational purposes only, over 
100 coital positions are photographed for instruction 
Purposes in over 150 large clear photographs of a-real living nude 
man and a real lwing mwde women, 2 married couple, together 
engaged in sexual imtercowrse positions with accompanying de- 
Scriptive text im the most sophisticated, modern and up-to-date sex 
manual ever published” 


cearty 


AVAILABLE FOR THE FIRST 
TIME TO THE ADULT GENERAL PUBLIC! 


This brand new jwst pwhiltshed giamt compendium of sex you will 
find one of the most informetiwe, educational, instructive, 
eye-opening and mind clearing sexwal manuals that you have ever 
seen or read. It offers the framikest_ clearest, and most detailed and 
explicit information throwgh words and actual photographs on 
“HOW TO ENGAGE IN SEXUAL INTERCOURSE” that has pro- 
bably ever been written! Ower 100 coltal positions are frankly de- 
scribed in plain language amd photographed in over 150 FULL 
COLOR AND BLACK & WHITE DETAILED PHOTOS! 


THERE HAS NEVER BEEN A BOOK 
LIKE THIS BEFORE 


THIS BOOK IS SO FANTASTIC, SO MODERN. INFORMATIVE, 
EDUCATIONAL, SO COMPLETE, THAT IT WILL BE THE 
LAST BOOK ON SEX THAT YOU WILL EVER BUY BECAUSE 
IT WILL BE ONE OF THE LAST BOOKS ON SEX THAT YOU 
ARE LIKELY TO NEED" 


OVER 150 FULL COLOR AND BLACK 
& WHITE PHOTOGRAPHS SHOW YOU HOW 
TO BE A BETTER MARITAL PARTNER! 


Now for the first time im amy book wow cam see with your own 
eyes, in large full color and black amd white actual photographs 
the best positions to use for 2 wile wariety of special purposes and 
sensual effects! 

*Discover the positions thet marrow: 
the man more stimulation 

*Learn the position that awtometicallly forces the woman's thighs 
to add to penile stimulation 

*Discover the positions which most directly eucite the clitoris! 
*Find out what position holds the malle organ after climax, 
preventing rapid contraction of the organ 

*Learn the position that allows the pemis to pemetrate to the neck 
of the uterus while at the same time prowling ewen more sensation 
from the caressing touch of the scrotum mowing upon the woman! 
*Learn the position that holds 2 partial erection most firmly! 
*This is only a partial list of whet the photographs and text will 
teach you in this amazing new book 


IMAGINE YOURSELF CONSISTENTLY 
SATISFYING YOUR SEX PARTNER FAR BEYOND 
HER-OR-YOUR WILDEST EXPECTATIONS! 


Too many married couples are in the doldrums of on-again 
off-again “‘quickie’’ unembellished intercowrse with no variations 
and no experimentations! This book will take you out of the 
sexual rut and into the sunshine of fresh mew youthful exciting 
sexual activity! 


the wagimal opening, giving 


WHAT THIS BOOK WILL DO FOR YOU 


You can learn numerous ways to prolong the act of intercourse. 
You can learn how to help your wife to achieve a fuller orgasm. 
How to arouse her to a new found passion and how she can learn 
to arouse you to a new vitalized sexual relationship. You and your 
wife can both learn tnrough words and photographs what to do 
and what not to do to become a more accomplished lover and sex 
partner. 

And now, you can also learn with the aid of text and photographs, 
how to obtain complete sexual satisfaction even WHEN INTER- 
COURSE IS NOT POSSIBLE! 

This is one of the very few books that offers to the general adit 
public complete detailed chapters on “FEMALE ORAL-ANAL 
SEXUALITY’’ ... ‘**‘MALE ORAL-ANeE.L 
SEXUALITY” ,... ‘‘SATISFYING SUBSTITUTES FOR 
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SEXUAL INTERCOURSE” __. “SEXUAL INTERCOURSE FOR 
THE OLD, ILL AND HANDICAPPED”: 

Yes, this is practically 2 compllete quide to a happier sex life for 
married couples! This is the HOW-TO-DO-IT book in the marriage 
and sexual arts! It makes mest other text on the subject obsolete! 


THE PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL 
OF SEXUAL INTERCOURSE! 


Or Os OF 


Nee Cre Cy 


OUR GUARANTEE 


TRY IT... DON'T BUY fT itr mae mee tae offer & oy 
are trying, not bBoywg, Secawse @ wow are Giceetindied! avtth the 
book for any reasom sempiy cetweo oo for av eeeretiane cei of 
your money. Please rest us wow order comew" Sart eo aot wowr 
wife will be glad thet wow cia! 


When it is pubisied THE PHOTOGRZFAHI WAWUAL OF 
SEXUAL INTERCOURSE will self Gor S72.98_ enc! of thet orice @ 
will be a fantaste targa Sur moe oo 2 gece! gre-guilicetion 
offer, you can pwrehase ths firstof<e4ied Sook for ony $3.98 
and save $3 for 2 teweed ime oof The wee pre-gpudilicaton 
offer will not be repe=aed agam. Yow here ove chence and one 
chance only to take acwantage of ties (emendines offer 


THE PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL 
OF SEXUAL INTERCOURSE 
ONLY $3.38 


eS <—ows 


INCLUDING 
16 FULL PAGE FULL COLOR P 
YOU MUST BE OVER THE AGE OF 27 YEARS TO ORDER. 

No books wall! be O wears manors. 


he 


tow Fork N.Y. 10017 


: PENT-R BOOKS, INC. P.O. BOX 1555 CPI6 


: Grand Central Station, New York, N_Y_ 100 


Gentlemen: 


- Please rush me im plisiin sealed wrapper copies of “THE 
- PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL OF SEXUAL INTERCOURSE”. 

: [J I have enclosed $ _ Cash _ Check (J Money Order 
- (1 | have enclosed $2. Deposit. Please ship C.O.D. 


| understand that if | am not completely satisfied, | may return 
the book within 10 days after | receive it for an immediate refund 
of the purchase price. 


| hereby represent that | am over the age of 21 years and | have 
signed to that effect below: 


.... Signature 


Print Name 
Address 
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By Peter Knox 


Boogaloo ... 
a 
Frug .. . 

So announces the neon sign at 
the side of the road, looming up like 
an impulse in the car’s headlights. 
Your eye catches the further come- 
on — “Dancing Nightly to the Or- 
bital Music of the Orbiteers.”’ 

And beneath this, a smaller sign 
says: “Curviest Barmaids in Town!” 


And that does it. You pull across. 


the graveled expanse of parking lot, 


GIRL 
WATCHING- 
CALIFORNIA. 


kill the engime and crunch your way 
toward the entrance. 

Its not exactly the Cocoanut 
Grove, but. then, who's there to 
pick up the architecture? As you 
enter, the big beat slams against 
your ears, then through. and be- 
yond to the outside night. It's raw! 
Primitive! Moving! Not exactly Mo- 
zart, but exactly what you're look- 
ing for. 

Those big amplified guitars can 
really do a laceration job on the ear 
drums in that smoke-filled room. 
But the crowd, moving through the 
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GIRL WATCHING- 
CALIFORNIA STYLE 


blue-grey swirling cigarette smoke 
looks groovy, and mostly young. 
Still, there’s several shining domes 
to be spotted’ in the surging crowd. 


Up on the bandstand, three gui- 
tarists, a saxophonist and a drum- 
mer are creating the din. It’s a beat 
that belts and rocks in an almost 
brutal intensity, and they shake with 
it, these musicians do, their shoul- 
der-length hair swinging from their 
shoulders. The three gutarists are 
holding their weapons from the hip, 
swinging them like traversing ma- 
chine gunners across the front of 
the crowd. 


The postage stamp floor in front 
of them holds eight or nine gyrating 
couples frenzied by the sounds, 
moving to some tribal dance of un- 
bridled sound-lust. 


One of the girls, a blonde, is the 
focus of attention as she does things 
with her body that makes people 
watch and consider impure images. 
Her competitor seems to be a well- 
stacked brunette whose micro-skirt 
rides high — extremely high — 
around her slim, jolting hips. 

You find a small table. Then the 
waitress appears, stylishly dressed 
in a skin-tight black leotard, black 
fishnet stockings of hip length, and 
high heels. She heads back to the 
bar with your order, and you realize 
that Napoleon’s retreat from Mos- 
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cow had nothing on this kind of 
rear guard action as you watch her 
move. That sign out front wasn't 
kidding. 

This is a fairly typical scene im 
any West Coast A-Go-Go club. of 
which there are hundreds. They 
sprung up about ten years ag 
when a swivel-hipped guitarist with 
side burns and a southern accent 
called himself Elvis Presley and be- 
gan getting noticed through the ma- 
nipulations of his mamager, the 
famed “Colonel.” 

Then an overweight youth who 
could shout well enough to make it 
sound like singing, added to the 
boom. That would be Chubby 
Checkers, and he started the Twist. 
It was a teenage tribal dance, and 
held the frowning attention of 
adults, because of the suggestive 
hip movements. It was “hip” in 
more ways than one! And after 
awhile, the oldsters made it their 
own thing. 

They took it across the ocean on 
the liners, and in Paris, the French 
thought that it could be fully enjoy- 
ed only if the participant were prop- 
erly dressed in something allowing 
for freer bodily movement. So the 
“discotheque” dress came into be- 
ing, a free-flowing garment on non- 
restrictive qualities. 


The “Disco” dress bounced back 
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across the waters, and in New 
York’s Arthur’s, and The Pepper- 
mint Lounge became the focal point 
for these dances in this kind of 
dress. 


And it created a whole new army 
of girl watchers. The view from 
ringside was terrific! 


Watching girls twist soon became 
as popular as doing it yourself. A 
good twister has an eager audience 
averaging ten males per single, 
swinging girl. She can learn the art 
in a matter of weeks, whereas a 
good ballet dancer must spend years 
for the same kind (same kind?) of 
attention. 


The only difference between the 
Twist of 1962 and the Watusi of 
1965 is that there are about twenty 
times more girls doing it. 

Right now the Parisian “disco- 
theque” fashions have been re- 
placed, in the main, by come-as- 
you-are attire. The disco dress never 
really caught on outside of several 
major cities, because the average 
secretary found it limited, therefore 
impractical. 


The greatest variety of dress 
styles for the A-Go-Go craze can be 
found in California, noted for its 
casual outlook in dressing, or un- 
dressing. But San Francisco is the 
one exception on the California 
scene. 


The gals who jive at the Galaxie 
Club are still, for the most part, firm 
believers in skirts, well-gartered 
nylons and high heels. 


You cannot say the same for the 
Southland. In Los Angeles and the 
surrounding environs, anything 
goes. A gal can watusi in an eve- 
ning dress at a swank hotel, or wa- 
tusi in a bikini at the Rag Doll, de- 
pending upon her mood, and where 
She was earlier in the evening. 

But the favorite attire in the 
Southland for the A-Go-Go night 


scene seems to be capris and boots. 
Skirts and nylons are becoming 
something of a rarity. 


It makes you wonder if girl 
watching shouldn’t really be called 
“hip-watching.” It’s more in the 
spirit of what’s happening as the 
crowds both dancing and watching 
grow nightly across the nation from 
the cacophonious sounding point of 
Southern California. 


Of course in ome sense, every- 
body, who claims title to being a 
“girl watcher” is also a “hip watch- 
er, 

In this case, hip has two mean- 
ings. It also means he is “hip” to 
what’s happening. But unfortun- 
ately, the pleasure of seeing a 
gleaming, golden-clad leg sheathed 
in silky smooth nylon is becoming 
a thing of the past, and girl watchers 
are the poorer for losing this sight of 
femininity. The view is replaced by 
the most obviously stressed features 
of a girl wearing ultra-tight pants. 
And there’s no “butts” about that! 

Dances such as the frug, watusi 
and the jerk have very limited foot 
movement, but wild and wanton hip 
action. 


The veteran girl watchers remem- 
ber the 1940’s with a certain nos- 
talgia. That was the heyday of ball- 
room acrobatics and‘ high flying 
hemlines. The result was gorgeous 
vistas of toe to top girl-viewing. But 
the modern dance forms combine 
with form-fitting capris to show the 
agility of a girl’s hips rather than a 
dazzling display of legwork. 

Things are such that for good 
old fashioned girl watching, more 
can be seen by’ watching the wait- 
resses than watching the watusi en- 
thusiasts. The waitresses really fill 
the bill, not to mention the hosiery, 
and the leotards. 

They’re far removed from the 
time when barmaids wore white 


blouses, black skirts and sneakers. 
The girls seem to like the new “uni- 
form of the day,” and we haven’t 
heard complaints from the male 
customers yet. 


When the new, brief costumes for 
waitresses started, some of these 
girls didn’t like the change, so they 
quit. But within six ménths, when 
the resignees saw that the trend was 
going to grow, they realized they’d 
better get with it or get out of the 
field, according to several bar own- 
ers. 


A club owner in San Francisco 
last year advertised for waitresses 
willing to “...wear leotards and 
tights.” He needed four waitresses. 
Five hundred answered the ad! 

What do the girls think of their 
costumes? 


“At first I was leery of it. I had 
so much leg showing, like up to my 
hips! But when I got used to it, it 
became a gas. And so did the tips!” 
Says one such girl. 

Waitress - watching, it seems, 
rivals girl watching in the A-Go-Go 
places, especially for the guy who is 
convinced that girls were born to 
be placed inside sheer, hip-length 
hose. 

But for whatever reason you take 
in the scene, be it to dig the girls 
frugging fat away, or the waitresses 
swivel-hipping to your table, there’s 
plenty on the videoguide for both. 

And whichever your bag, girl 
watching is the kind of game where 


nobody can lose — and who knows © 


what you might gain if your savoir 
faire matches the sincerity of your 
appreciation. 


Susie has always liked a 
Sunflower as a symbol. On tHe 
walls of her apartment are not— 
only posters of ‘rock’ singers 
— from Dylan to the Beatles. 
There is also a reprint from 
Van Gogh's famous Sunflower. 

“| know Van Gogh was kind - 
of different —, after all he did 
chop off his ear and send it 
to his girl-friend, didn’t he?” 
For a moment it looked as 
though Susie was confused. 


— some of them — they’re so 
way and gone, right out of 
sight, if you dig the meaning. 
“Lots of cats don’t dig a 
square pad. Me, | like comfort 
and the easy way. That’s why 
l-steer away from the kooks 
who crash pads all over. Who 
needs it. | work for my bread. 
So should everyone else. A 
gir] can make her way without 
all-of that kind a unnecessary. 
Thai’s what | feel. We are all 
. that’s for sure. So we 
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